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THE PLAY 
AND .... 

■ITS AUTHOR. 



The pUce of Christopher Marlowe in the hier- 
archy of the English dramatists is so well defined 
thai it offers no scope whatsoever to the per- 
tinacious critic who, at irregular intervals, vainly 
seeks to establish for himself a reputation for 
originality by challenging the world's verdicts 
and breaking the world's idols- Around Mar- 
lowe's shrine no divergent schools contend. The 
nature of the work which he wrought in his brief 
lifetime is as clear as its effect upon the develop- 
ment of the English play is obvious and palpable. 
In order to apprehend precisely where his 
place lies, it is essential for us to take a brief 
survey of the stages which, at Marlowe's advent 
Upon the scene, had already been travelled. 
During the unfruitful Middle Ages the only 
dramatic fare available was the Miracle Play, 
which was a pageant grounded on some episode 
in the Divine narrative, baldly written and rudely 
presented, sometimes in churches, sometimes in 
the open street. Its object was unequivocally 
religious, and the priest found in it a powerful 
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The Play and its Author 

auxiliary. By means of Us vernacular rhymes and 
spectacular glamour it familiarised the people 
with the Scriptural incidents it portrayed. It 
threw into strong contrast the beatitude of the 
saints and the tortures of the damned. The 
gilded courts of Heaven, the gaping jaws of 
Hell; such were among its indispensable "pro- 
perties." The Miracle Play was part and parcel 
of the medieval Catholic regime ; so close, indeed, 
was the bond between them, that it rapidly 
dwindled and died when the Church which had 
originated and encouraged its performances was 
deposed from its places of power in this realm. 

After the Miracle Play came the " Morality," 
in which the characters were no longer drawn 
from the Bible, but were invariably abstractions, 
each representative of some vice or virtue. Pup- 
pets typifying Innocence, Sensualism, Ignorance, 
Wit, Science, Folly, Conscience, Shame, and the 
like, now held the traffic of the stage. Of these 
" Moralities " the piece entitled " Everyman " 
is generally conceded to be the best surviving 
example, and it still holds, as we have recently 
seen, sufficient human interest to attract a London 
audience in the twentieth century. The aim of 
the Moral Play being ethical rather than religious, 
i( stands as an important landmark on the long 
journey which led towards the complete seculari- 
sation of the drama. 

This secularising process had already proceeded 
some lengths when " Kit " Marlowe, with a 
poet's dreams and ambitions stirring within him, 
came up to London to write for the stage. The 
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necessity of making " the booth of boards " an 
adjunct to the pulpit, of being didactic, of writing 
plays "with a purpose," had disappeared; 
stimulated by the invigorating atmosphere of the 
Renaissance, the emancipated playwrights had 
disdainfully rejected all such curbs and fetters 
upon their art. They had ceased to draw material 
from ihe overworked mines of sacred story and 
allegorical catalogue, and were boldly ransacking 
legend and history for themes and characters. 
So far as choice of subject went, Marlowe was 
not a pioneer. The trag;edies of " Gorboduc " 
and " The Misfortunes of Arthur " — each founded 
on an old British legend — are both anterior to 
Marlowe's dibut. Greene, Nash, and Peele had 
also been tillers of the same fruitful soil; while 
Lyiy, the author of " Euphues," had made no 
inconsiderable discoveries with regard to the dra- 
matic treatment of classic story. 

Marlowe's triumph, then, lay not in the dis-i 
covery of such dramatic material, but rather in 
the process to which he subjected it after it had 
been discovered. His triumph was that he 
transmuted it in the alembic of his imagination — 
an imagination far more powerful than any that 
had yet been applied to the service of the English 
stage. Everything he touched became fired by 
the ardour of his passionate soul. With his 
raptures he vitalised the dry bones of story and 
fnblc. And above all these things, he gave the 
poetic drama a permanent, inevitable form which 
Shakespeare borrowed and made perfect. He 
invented his " mighty line!" 



8 The Play and its Author 

The form which Marlowe superseded and 
I reformed altogether may be described as flam- 
boyant, unrestrained, bombastic. Full of sound 
and fury, it revelled in the employment of full- 
blown epithet, inflated imagery, pompous diction, 
and hyperbolic statement. Largely meretricious, 
it sought to hide under a gaudy exterior the 
poverty of ideas within. Shakespeare, with 
wonderful mimetic skill, parodies the style of his 
own and Marlowe's predecessors in the speeches 
of the Player King and the Player Queen in 
" Hamlet," and none will be surprised at Queen 
Gertrude's criticism that the latter protested too 
much. Over-protestation was indeed, the key- 
note of the style, just as the occasional rhymed 
couplet was its outward sign and symbol. 

A strong example of this flamboyant utterance 
may be quoted from Greene's "Orlando Furloso. " 
The theme is the inlinite vileness of women, and 
it is safe to say that nowhere else in our literature 
has the utter worthlessness of the sex been so 
violently exposed ! Thus ; 

I Discourteous women. Nature's fairest ill, 
The woe of man, that first-created curse. 
Base female sex, sprung from black Ale's 
loins, 
Proud, disdainful, cruel, and unjust, 
Whose words are shaded with enchanting 
wiles. 
Worse than Medusa mateth* all our mtnds ; 
And in their hearts sits shameless treachery. 
Turning a truthless vile circumference. 
"Sec Note i, fosi. 
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Oh, could my fury paint their furies forth ! 
For heU's no hell compared to their hearts, 
Too simple devils lo conceal their arts; 
Born to be plagues unto the thoughts of men. 
Brought for eternal pestilence to the world. 

And now let the following superb passage from 
Marlowe's " Faustus " be set in contrast with 
Greene's vitriolic declamation : 

Was this the face that launched a thousand ships, 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium? — 
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss. — 
Her lips suck forth my soul ; see, where it flies ! — 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips. 
And all is dross that is not Helena. 
I will be Paris, and for love of thee, 
Instead of Troy, shall Wertenberg be sacked; 
And I will combat with weak Menelaus, 
And wear my colours on thy plumed crest; 
Yea, I will wound Achilles in the heel, 
And then return to Helen for a kiss, 

1 the beauty of a thousand stars ; 
lg:hter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
len he appeared to hapless Semele ; 

More lovely than the monarch of the sky 

In wanton Arethusa's azured arms; 

And none but thou shalt be my paramour I 




It was inevitable that the man who could write 
such lines as these should become a root-and- 
branch reformer of the approved vehicle for 
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dramatic expression, He pruned extravagances 
away, and substituted opulence of imagination for 
frenzied rant. He discovered, in fine, the value 
of artistic restraint. But the revolution which he 
brought about was a gradual one. The " mighty j 
line " was ho sudden development. We i 
trace its emergence through the tempestuous 1 
utterances of " Tamburlaine," through the in- 
equalities, relieved by many splendidly coloured 
passages, of " Doctor Faustus " up to the swel- 
ling dignity and tragic grace of " Edward the 
Second." 

But it is not only in the manner of his line 
that Marlowe proved himself a great pioneer ; 
he brought, in addition, a new attitude towards 
the dramatic art. When he began his work, 
scholarly gentlemen like Sir Philip Sidney, sup- 
ported by all the pedants and schoolmen, were 
heaping disdainful criticisms upon the melo- 
dramatic luxuriance of the new school of play- 
wrights, and urging a rigid adherence to classical 
models. The pitfall of classical precedent thus 
lay open to entrap the feet of the young 
dramatist, but, fortunately, he escaped the snare. 
All that was meritorious in the work of the 
flamboyant group he fully recognised, and so, 
abandoning reverence for the unities, he allowed 
the free English air lo permeate his work, and 
give it an ampler, more varied life; sacrific 
frigid correctness of craftsmanship, his move- 
ments gained in elasticity and vigour. Unre- 
servedly he threw in his lot with Greene, Nash,, 
and Pcele, and being immeasurably greater than, 
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Ee of them, he was able to give shape and 
jn to their work, and to become the pro- 
it in the battle between stiff-jointed 
Classicism and the new, buoyant Romanticism 
born of the Renaissance. 

The play that is given in the ensuing pages 
I does not, perhaps, in all respects represent the 
I finest flower of Marlowe's dramatic muse. 
" Edward the Second " is doubtless superior in i 
construction, the characters are more sharply,' 
dra.wn, and the play sweeps to its tragic close! 
with fewer redundant movements, and dispenses! 
with the aid of supernatural mechanism, But' 
the root-idea of the drama here selected for repro- [ 
duction is surely more exalted than that which 
underlies " Edward the Second." The desire r. 
of Man to taste all things, his unquenchable \ 
thirst for the unknowable — so strikingly manifest ' 
in our own day — is of more abiding human 
interest than the vicissitudes of dynasties and 
the sorrows of men born to the purple. 

The legend of the man who forms a pact with 
the Evil One, bartering away his soul for a 
crowded life of pleasure and superhuman possi- 
bilities, makes its appearance fairly early in the 
history of Christendom, Towards the close of 
the medieval epoch it crystallised into the cir- 
cumstantial tale of the German doctor. The 
legend, as Marlowe found it, was still somewhat 
primitive in its elements, compact of dnrk supcr- 
Rtition and cheap necromancy. He proceeded to 
work a miracle on this crude material. Instead 
wizard anxious to renew his youth so that ' 
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he may indulge in gross material orgies, Faustus 
is transfigured to a daring Mystic, aspiring to 
pierce the veils of the Universe. After running 
the gamut of human knowledge, he finds the 
results of his toil barren and unsatisfying, 
decides to plunge into the unknown at the cost 
of eternal damnation. He is no sensualist, but 
rather a being keenly responsive to the subtle 
power of beauty, as his exquisite address to 
Helen of Troy so magnificently proves. Nor 
was Faustus the only part in the play which 
Marlowe idealised. At a touch of his wand 
even Hell became etherealised, and shorn of all 
the crude honours which attached to its repi 
sentation in the Miracle plays. In his early 
interview with Faustus, Mephistophilis alludes 
to Hell as a condition of the soul in words that 
match with those of pensive Omar's : 
■' I sent my soul through ihe Invisible, 
Some letter of that After-life to spell : 

And by and by my Soul return'd to me, 
And answer'd ' I Myself am Heav'n and 
Hell.' " 

■I If the supernatural madiinery of the play, the 
p^Lconstant intrusions of the Good and Evil Angel: 
pall upon the exigent reader, he must remember 
5 compensated by the simple directness 
with which the story is unravelled. Probably, 
. Marlowe wrote it, the play had few excreS' 
ccnces. Certainly the edition of 1604 — which xi 
[he one followed in these pages— is much freer 
from extraneous matter than that of 1616, which. 
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i amplified by other hands. 

f we except the scenes of | 
" comic " relief, which were expanded to an 
intolerable extent later on^ — is the unalloyed story 
of a soul filled with transcendental longings, and 
eager to pay a heavy price to realise them. By 
engrafting the story of the undoing of Margaret, 
Goethe added doubtless to the stage interest of 
the legend, but he sacrificed Marlowe's simplicity. 1 
The Elizabethan's rendering contains in reality 
only two characters : Faustus and Mephisiophilis. 
It will be understood that a play, so free from 
" salleis to make the matter savoury, "was hardly 
likely to be popular at the theatre, especially as 
it was at first addressed to an audience that had 
scarcely outgrown the taste for the garish 
realism of the Miracle plays and the rough-and- 
tumble humour of the " Moralities." The addi- 
tions already referred to had perforce to be made. 
The ears of the groundlings had to be tickled. 
It was not enough that Helen should move across 
the stage, a transient vision of diaphanous 
beauty; she had to materialise and become the 
paramour of Faustus. The taste of the time also 
accounts tor the humorous scenes, abounding in 
" such conceits as clownage keeps in pay." Of 
these the less said the better. The lover of Mar- 
lowe finds consolation in the strong probability 
that he never wrote them. 

In addition to " The Tragical History of 
Doctor Faustus," Marlowe produced the following 
plays: " TamburlaJne the Great" (two parts); 
"The Jew of Malta "; " Edward the Second "; 
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' The Massacre at Paris " ; and " The Tragedy 
I of Dido, Queen of Carthage. " In all of them — 
vith the exception of " The Jew of Malta, the 
source of which is unknown — he discovered his 
material in history or legend ; for Marlowe 
resembles Shakespeare in this respect : the in- 
vention of plots forms no part of his method. 
Besides his plays he has left us a fragment of 
the eitquisite narrative poem — " Hero and Lean- 
der " — which Chapman completed; and the in- 
comparable lyric entitled " The Passionate 
Shepherd to His Love." 

In the obscurity which enwraps the incidents 
of his career, Marlowe shares a fate common to 
most of the great Elizabethans. Their work 
survives, but as men they are but shadowy 
figures moving in a mist that grows denser with 
the passing of the years. One half regrets in 
certain moods that among this crowd of intellec- 
tual giants there was no Boswell to be found with 
an acute eye and ready note-book. For the lack 
of this observant figure, the scanty facts enshrined 
in dusty records, and the internal witness of the 
plays themselves, are the fragmentary guides to a 
knowledge of the life and character of Christopher 
Marlowe. The only well-authenticated evidence 
we have is that he was born at Canterbury in the 
year 1564, that his father was a shoemaker, that 
he graduated at Cambridge, migrating thence to 
London to become an associate of the romantic 
dramatists, and that he was slain in a sordid > 
quarrel by one Francis Archer in a Deptford 
javern in 1593 
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It will, perhaps, surprise some readers to learn 
that Marlowe was born only two months before 
Shakespeare. The year 1564 was indeed an 
annus mirabilis, and contemporary astrologers 
must surely have been dozing, else they could not 
have failed to record how wonderfully the stars 
shot in the heavens that year ! The impression 
one gets, prior to examining their birth-records, 
is that Shakespeare was Marlowe's junior by some 
years. The reason is that the intellectual 
flowering of the former poet wa.s a much slower 
process. At the time of Marlowe's death, 
Shakespeare had hardly discarded the r6le, con- 
temptuously ascribed to him by Greene, of 
" Johannes factotum " to the theatre; no play of 
his had been published, and only one had been 
produced. 

The juxtaposition of these two mighty names 
has on many occasions invited comparisons be- 
tween the work of the men who bore them ; and, 
fruitless as literary comparisons often are, the 
process in this instance, if carried out on broad 
lines, surely receives ample justification. It can 
truthfully be said that Shakespeare perfected ih-; 
wonderful instrument which Marlowe fashioned 
from the crude ores of blended Classicism and 
Romanticism. The former entered into his inheri- 
tance of tlie mighty line and made it mightier 
still, giving it extensions and ramifications far 
beyond his predecessor's range. What Shakes- 
peare would have been had Marlowe never 

rillcn. or to what heights Marlowe would have 
ined if the span of his life had been longer. 
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are problems which lie beyond the bounds of coi 
jecture. As his work stands, Marlowe shows n 
traces of the other's universality^ — the Shakes- 
pearean "cloudless, boundless human view.' 
Mighty master of melody as he is, there ar 
^ome chords which he does not strike. There i 
drawback for a poet whose raptures are " al 
air and fire," as Drayton said Marlowe's were 
feet arc always on the mountain tops, and 
vision becomes too rarefied to enable him to 
penetrate far into the heart of human passion. 
Pre-occupied with the triumphs of great world- 
conquerors, marching to the crashing accompani 
ment of "gong and cymbal's din," with the 
quests of man after the infinite mysteries, the 
aloofness of kings in their sorrows, and the 
delirious joy of the miser with the world's com- 
merce at his feet, Marlowe has no sure insight 
into the loves, the desires, the humours, the pain 
and the merry-making of average mortals. |- 
lacked the sense of humour, and — despite his 
having in one ecstatic moment seen the ideal 
vision of womanly loveliness — he failed in female 
portraiture. The women of his plays arc either 
abstractions or feminine types, inadequately 
realised. The Marlowe gallery contains 
Touchstone, to badinage inclined, and 
sprightly Mercutio with his wit flashing out 
readily as his rapier. And Tamburlaine, Faustus^ 
and Barabas meet in their march across the stage 
no comrades of the other sex so delightful as 
Rosalind, so sweet as Desdemona, so magnificent 
as Lady Macbeth. . 
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i. On this neglect of the ** eternal feminine** 
^/' element in his plays, one might frame the hypo- 
thesis that ** Kit ** Marlowe, like certain other 
geniuses in our literature, was essentially a man's 
man, and that women made no great appeal to 
him. That he was a kindly soul and boon com- 
panion is a fact well established, for at his death 
his character drew forth fragrant tributes from 
his contemporaries — even from those whose fame 
he had eclipsed, and who had once regarded him 
with bitter feelings of jealousy. Their animosi- 
ties were buried in his grave, and the prevailing 
sentiment was that the dagger of Francis 
Archer had plunged the English stage into an 
impenetrable gloom — a gloom soon to be dis- 
persed by the slowly-rising but resplendent sun 
of Shakespeare. 

F. J. COX. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



The Pope. 

Cardinal of Lorrain. 

The Emperor of Germany. 

Duke of Vanholt. 

Faustus. 

Valdes, \ friends to 

Cornelius, / Faustus. 

Wagner, servant to Faustus. 

Clown. 

Robin. 

Ralph. 

ViKTNER. 

Horse-Courser. 
A Knight. 
An Old Man. 



Scholars, Friars, and 

Attendants. 
Duchess of Vanholt. 
Lucifer. 
Belzebub. 
Mephistopmilis. 
Good Angel. 
Evil Angel. 

The Seven Deadly Sins. 
Devils. 
Spirits in the shapes of 

Alexander the Great, 

of his Paramour, and of 

Helen. 
Chorus. 



The Tragical History of 
Doctor Faustus 

[From the Quarto of 1604.] ♦ 



Enter Chorus. 

Cho. Not marching now in fields of Thrasy- 
mene, 
Where Mars did mate^ the Carthaginians; 
Nor sporting in the dalliance of love. 
In courts of kings, where state is overturned ; 
Nor in the pomp of proud audacious deeds. 
Intends our Muse to vaunt her heavenly verse : 
Only this, gentlemen, — we must perform 
The form of Faustus' fortunes, good or bad. 

♦NoTi. — The edition of 1604 is not divided into Acts 
or Scenes ; but reads on as a continuous dramatic poem. 
The mechanical sub-divisions of the play were made later 
for the purposes of theatrical representation. 

I *' Mate*' : Commentators differ as to its meaning. Dyce 
interprets it "to confound, to defeat." It is used in this 
flense by Greene (see introduction). Cunningham however 
suggests ** to marry, to espou se/' as the Carthaginians were 
victorious in the battle indicated. *»v>*-»-V "-U-^ *-' - a ^j , 
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The Tragical History 

To patient judgmenls we appeal our plaud, 

And speak for Faustus in his infancy. 

Now is he born, his parents base ol stock. 

In Germany, within a town called Rhodes :' 

Of riper years, to Wertenberg he went, 

Whereas his kinsmen chiefly brought him up. 

So soon he profits in Divinity, 

The fruitful plot of scholarism graced, 

That shortly he was grac'd with Doctor's name, 

Excelling all whose sweet delight disputes 

In heavenly matters of theology; 

Till, swollen with cunning of a self-conceit, 

His waxen wings did mount above his reach, 

And, melting, heavens conspired his overthrow; 

For, falling to a devilish exercise, 

And glutted now with learning's golden gifts, 

He surfeits upon cursed necromancy; 

Nothing so sweet as magic is to him. 

Which he prefers before his chiefest bliss : 

And this the man that in his study sits ! \Exii. 

Faustus in his study. 
Faust. Settle thy studies, Faustus, and begin 
To sound the depth of that thou wilt profess: 
Having commenced, be a divine in show. 
Yet level at the end of every, art, 
And live and die in Aristotle's works. 
Sweet Analytics, 'tis thou hast ravish'd me! 
Bene disserere est finis logices. 
Is, to dispute well, logic's chiefest end? 
Affords this art no greater miracle? 
Then read no more; thou hast attained that end : 
A greater subject fitteth Faustus' wit: 
Bid Economy' farewell, Galen come: 

J The modem Roda. in Saxe-Altenburg. 
3 Later critics regard this as a corruption of a Greek phrase 
idicatiiig the science of Existence and N'oq -Existence. 



i Dr. Faustus 

deslnit Phtlosophua, ihi incipit 

Siedicus : 

I physician, Faustus; heap up gold, 
ind be eternized for some wondrous cure. 
Summum bonum meJicinee sanitas, 
The end of physic is our body's health. 
Why, Faustus, hast thou not attain'd that end? 
Is not thy common talk sound aphorisms? 
Are not thy bills hung up as monuments, 
Whereby whole cities have escaped the plague, 
And thousand desperate maladies been eased? 
Yet art thou still but Fauslus, and a man. 
Couldst thou make men to live eternally. 
Or, beinp dead, raise them to life again, 
Then this profession were to be esteemed. 
Physic, farewell! Where is Justinian? [Reads. 
Si una eademque res hgatur dttobus, alter rem, 
Alter valorem ret, etc, 

A pretty case of paltry legacies ! [Reads. 

Exhcereditare filitim non potest pater nisi, etc. 
Such is the subject of the Institute, 
And universal body of the Law. 
This study fits a mercenary drudge, 
Who aims at nothing but external trash; 
Too servile and illiberal for me. 
When all !s done. Divinity is best: 
Jerome's Bible, Faustus; view it well. f'^^''^^- 
Stipendivm peccali mors est: Ha! Stipendium, 

etc. 
The reward of sin is death : that's hard. 
St pfccasse negamus, lalHniur, et niiHa est in 

nobis Veritas ; 
If we say that we have no sin, we deceive our- 
, and there is no truth in us. Why, then, 
sKlce we must sin, and so consequently die : 
, we iTiusI die an everlasting death. 
"hat doctrine call you this, Che sera, sera, 
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" ^hat will be. shall be? Divinity, adieu! 
These metaphysics of magicians 
And necromantic books are heavenly ; 
Lines, circles, scenes, letters, and characters. 
Ay, these are those that Faustus most desires. 
jO, what a world of profit and delight, 
^ 'TOT power, of honour, of omnipotence, 
' Is promis'd to the studious artisan ! 
All things that move between the quiet poles 
Shall be at my command : emperors and kings 
Are but obeyed in their several provinces, 
Nor can they raise the winds or rend the clouds; 
But his dominion that exceeds in this. 
Stretcheth as far as doth the mind of man; 
A sound magician is a mighty god : 
Here, Faustus, tire thy brains to gain a deity, 

Enter Wacner. 

Wagner, commend me to my dearest friends, 
The German Valdes and Cornelius ; 
Request them earnestly to visit me. 

IVag. I will, sir. [Exit. 

Faust. Their conference will be a greater help 
to me 
Than all my labours, plod I ne'er so fast. 
Enter Good Angel and Evil Ancbl. 
Good Ang. O, Faustus, lay that, damned book 
aside, -'.- u 

And gaze not on it lest it tempt thy soul, '' \ 
And heap God's heavy wrath upon thy head ! 
Read, read the Scriptures : that is blasphemy. 
Evil Ang. Go forward, Faustus, in that famous 
art. 
Wherein all Nature's treasure is contain'd : 
Be thou on earth as Jove is in the sky. 
Lord and commander of these elements. 

[Exeunt Angbls. 
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Faust. How am I glutted with conceit of this I , 
Shall 1 make spirits fetch me what ! please,^ 
Resolve me of all ambiguities. 
Perform what desperate enterprise I will? • j 
I'll have them fly to India for gold, lM' 

Ransack the ocean for orient peari, (-^-^-^ 
And search all corners of the new-found world 

'or pleasant fruits and princely delicates ; 

Lll have them read me strange philosophy, 
tell the secrets of all foreign kings ; 

l^have them wall all Germany with brass, 

.nd make swift Rhine circle fair Wertenberg; 
T'll have them fill the public schools with silk, 
Wherewith the students shall be bravely clad ; 
I'll levy soldiers with the coin they bring, 
And chase the Prince of Parma from our land, 
And reign sole king of all the provinces; 
Yea, stranger engines for the brunt of war, 
jThan was the fiery keel at Antwerp's bridge,' 
make my servile spirits to invent. 

Enter Vrtl.DES and Cobselius. 
ime, German Valdes and Cornelius, 
And make me blest with your sage conference. '^ 

4 A reference to the siege of Antwerp by tlw Prince of 
Paimain ijSj. The "fiery keel" was that of the fiie-«hip 
with whicli Ihe citi7ens campletelv destroyed the bridge 
whicfi. to effect a blockade, Ihe beleaguering prince had 
laboriously constructed across the Scheldt. Cunningham 
thus graphically describes the operation : " The explosion 
was admirably timed, and its effects were prodigious. The 
bridge was burst through, the embankniants with lli«ir 
cannon and their machinery of all kinds thrown into the 
BIT, eight hundred men and their ofKcen killed upon the 
~~' ifld the Prince of Parma himself struck down by a 
Tlie rivet, too. forced from its bed by the force of the 
St wave over each bank which washed 
]' the eartliworks which had flanked the bridge. " 
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Valdes, sweet Valdes, and Cornelius, 

Know that your words have won me at the last 
To practise magpie and concealed arts : 
Ycl not your words only, but mine own fantasy. 
That will receive no object ; for my head 
But ruminates on necromantic skill. 
.philosophy is odious and obscure; 
J Both law and physic are for petty wits ; 
T^piv inity is basest of the three, 
f Unpleasant, harsh, contemptible, and vile; 
C. 'Ti,-* rpagjc^ magic, tiiat hath ravish'd aic. 
Then, gentle friends, aid me in this attempt; 
And I, that have with concise syllogisms 
Gravelled the pastors of the German churchy 
And made the flowering pride of Wertenberg 
Swarm to my problems, as the infernal spirits 
On sweet Musecus when he came to hell, 
Will be as cunning as Agrippa was. 
Whose shadow made alt Europe honour him, 
Vaid. Fauslus, these books, Ihy wit, and our 
experience. 
Shall make all nations to canonize us. 
As Indian Moors obey their Spanish lords, 
So shall the spirits of every element 
Be always serviceable to us three; 
Like lions shall they guard us when we please; 

Rotters' with their horsemen's 

staves, 

Lapland pianls,' trolling by our sides; 
[►)mctime9 like women, or unweddcd maids, 
ladowing more beauty in their airy brows 
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Than have the white breasts of the Queen of 

Love : 
From Venice shall they drag huge argosies, 
And from America the golden fleece 
That yearly stuffs old Philip's treasury; 
If learned Faustus will be resolute. 

Faust. Valdes, as resolute am I in this, 
As thou to live : therefore object it not. 

Corn. The miracles that magic will perform 
Will make thee vow to ^tudy nothing else. 
He that is grounded in astrology, 
Enriched with tongues, well seen in minerals. 
Hath all the principles magic doth require : 
Then doubt not, Faustus^ but to be renowned. 
And more frequented for this mystery 
Than heretofore the Delphian Oracle. 
The spirits tell me they can dry the sea. 
And fetch the treasure of all foreign wrecks. 
Ay, all the wealth that our forefathers hid 
Within the massy entrails of the earth : 
Then tell me, Faustus, what shall we three want ? 

Faust, Nothing, Cornelius ! Oh, this cheers 
my soul ! 
Come, show me some demonstrations magical, 
That I may conjure in some lusty grove, 
And have these joys in full possession. 

Vald. Then haste thee to some solitary grove, 
And be^r wise Bacon's and Albert^s' works,' 
The Hebrew Psalte^i and New Testament ; 
And whatsoever elseNis requisite \ 

We will inform thee ^e our conferenc^v cease. 

Corn. Valdes, first let him know theNyords 
of art; \ 

And then, all other ceremonies learned, 

\ \ 

7 The alchefnistical writers, Roghr Bacon and Alberttts 
Magnus. 
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Faustus may try his cunning by himself. 

Vatd. First I'll instruct thee in the rudiments. 
And then wilt thou be perfecter than I. 

Faust. Then come and dine with me, and after 

t/ meat, 
We'll canvass every quiddity thereof; 
For, ere I sleep, I '11 try what I can do : 
This night I'll conjure, though I die therefore. 
[Exeunt. 



/- Enter two Scholars. 

I V. is' ■S'choi, I wonder what's become of 
T that was wont to make our schools ring with sic 
I frobo? 

[ 2nd Schol. That shall we know ; (or see, here 
L comes his boy. 



» 



Enter Wagner, 
s( Schol. How now, sirrah ! where's thy 
master ? 

Wag. God in heaven knows. 

2nd Schol. Why, dost not thou know? 

Wag. Yes, i know; but that follows not. 

lit Schol. Go to, sirrah ! leave your jesting, and 
tell us where he is. 

Wag. That follows not necessary by force of 
argument, that you, being licentiates, should 
stand upon it : therefore acknowledge your error, 
and be attentive. 

nd Schol. Why, didst thou not say thou 
knewest ? 

Wag. Have you any witness on't? 

ist Schol. Yes, sirrah, I heard you. 

Wag. Ask my fellows if I be a thief- 

ind Schol. Well, you will not tell us? 

Wag. Yes, sir, I will tell you ; yet, if yf 
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were not dunces, you would never ask me such 
a question; for is not he corpus natu^ale? and 
is not that mobile? then wherefore should you 
ask such a question? But that I am by nature 
phlegmatic, slow to wrath, and prone to lechery 
(to love, 1 would say), it were not for you to 
come within forty foot of the place of execution, 
although I do not doubt but to see you both 
hanged the next sessions. Thus having tri- 
umphed over you, I will set my countenance like 
a precisian, and begin to speak thus : — Truly, 
my dear brethren, my master is within at dinner, 
with Valdes and Cornelius, as this wine, if it 
could speak, would inform your worships i and so, 
the Lord bless you, preserve you, and keep you, 
my dear brethren, my dear brethren t \Exii. 

1st Sckol Nay, then, I fear he is fallen into J 
that damned art for which they two are infamousj" 
through the world. >- 

and. Schol. Were he a stranger, and not allied 
to me, yet should 1 grieve for him. But, come, ' 
let us go and inform the Rector, and see if he by 
his grave counsel can reclaim him. j 

isl Schol. Oh, hut I fear me nothing can re- 
claim him I 

( Schol. Yet let us try what we can do. — . 
[ExeuntA 

Enter Faustus to conjure. 
Faust. Now that the gloomy shadow of the 
earth. 
Longing to view Orion's drizzling look. 
Leaps from the antarctic world unto the sky, 
And dims the welkin with her pitchy breath, 
Faustus, begin thine incantations, 
Ao^ry if devils will obey thy best. 
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Seeing thou hast prayed and sacrificed to them. 
Vithin this circle is Jehovah's name, 
Forward and backward anagrammatized , 
The breviated names of holy saints, 
Figures of every adjunct to the Heavens, 
And characters of signs and erring* stars, 
By which the spirits are enforced to rise: 
Then fear not, Faustus, but be resolute, 
And try the uttermost magic can perform, 

Sint mihi Dei Acheronth propitii\ Valeat 
numen triplex Jehovce ! Ignei, aerit. acquatani 
xpiritvs. salvete? Orientis princeps Beleeeub, 
infertii ardeniis monarcha, et Deinogorgon, 
propitiamii! vos, ut apparet et surgat Mephistop- 
hilis, quod tumeraris; per Jehovam, Gehennam, 
et consecratam aquam quam nunc spargo, sig- 
tiumque cfucis quod nunc jacio, et per vota noi- 
tra, ipse nunc surgat nobis dicatus Mephistop- 
hilis ! 

Enter MEFHlSTOPHILrS. 

I charge thee to return and change thy shape 
Thou art too ugly to attend on me : 
Go, and return an old Franciscan friar; 
at holy shape becomes a devil best. 

|Exi( Mephistophius, 
I see there's virtue in my heavenly words : 
Who would not be proficient in this art? 
How pliant is this Mephistophilis, 
Full of obedience and humility! 
Such is the force of magic and my spells : 
Now, Faustus, thou art conjuror laureat, 
That canst command great Mephistophilis: 
Quin regis Mephistophilis fratris imagine. 
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Enler Mephistophilis, like a Franciscan frtar. ^ 

Meph. Now, Faustus, what would'st thou have 
me do? 

Faust. I charge thee wait upon me whilst I live. 
To do whatever Faustus shall command, 
Be it to make the moon drop from her sphere, 
Or the ocean to overwhelm the world. 

Meph. I am a servant to great Lucifer, \ 
And may not follow thee without his leaver."^ 
No more than he commands must we perform. 

Faust. Did not he charge fhee to appear to me? 

Meph. No, I came hither of mine own accord. 

Faust. Did not my conjuring speeches raise 
thee? Speak. 

Meph. That was the cause, but yet per 
accidens ; / 

For, when we hear one rack the name of God, 
Abjure the Scriptures and his Saviour Christ, 
We fly, in hope to get his glorious soul ; 
Nor will we come, unless he use such means 
Whereby he is in danger to be damn'd. 
Therefore the shortest cut for conjuring 
Is stoutly to abjure the Trinity, 
.And pray devoutly to the prince of Hell. 

Faust. So Faustus hath 
Already done ; and holds this principle, 
There is no Chief but only Bclzcbub, 
To whom Faustus doth dedicate himself. 
This word " damnation " terrifies not him. 
For he confounds hell in Elysium; 
His ghost be with the old philosophers ! 
But, leaving these vain trifles of men's souls. 
Tell me what is Ihat Lucifer, Ihy Lord? 

Meph. Arch-regent and commander of all i 

Spirits. J 

^^^^^UJt. Was not that Lucifer an angel once? J 
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Meph. Yes, Faustus, and most dearly loved of 
God. 

Faust. How comes it, then, that he is Prince 
of devils? 

Meph. O, by aspiring pride and insolence , 
For which God threw him from the face of 

Heaven. 

Faust. And what are you that live with Lucifer?' 

Meph. Unhappy spirits that fell with Lucifer, 
Conspired against our God with Lucifer, 
And are for ever damned with Lucifer. 

Fattst. Where are you damned? 

Mepk. In Hell. 

Faust. How comes it, th^n, that thou art out of 
Hell? .-.,... ■.■-'* 

Mep^,. \\'hy this Is Hell, nor am I out of it : 
Think'st tfioITTTiSn.' ^^^ 'sa^the Tace^ H^^ , 
An3"lasted 1^ eternal joyi oTTTeaven, 
Afn not tnrmriitcd wiiH ten thousanj hells, 
fn being deprived iif everiasling HIs's?" " 
Oh, Faustus, leave rlicsc FrlvQloiTs demands. 
Which strike a terror to my fainting soul. 

Faust. What, is great Mephistophilis so 

[sionatC' 
_ or being: deprivW of the joys of heaven? 
Learn thou of Faustus manly fortitude. 
And scorn those joys thou never shalt possess. 
Go bear these tidings to great Lucifer : 
Seeing Faustus hath incurred eternal death 
By desperate ihoughts against Jove's deity, 
Say he surrenders up to him his soul. 
So he will spare him four and twenty years, 
Letting him live in all volupluousness ; 
Having thee ever to attend on me. 
To give me whatsoever I shall ask, 
To tell me whatsoever I demand. 
To slay mine enemies, and aid my friends, 
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And always be obedient t 

Go and return to mighty Lucifer, 

And meet me in my study at i ' ' ' 

And then resolve me of thy master's _ __ 

Meph. I will, Faustus. \Exit. 

Faust. Had I as many souts as there be stars, 
I'd give them all for Mephistophilis. 
By him I'll be great Emperor of the world, 
And make a bridge thorough the moving air, 
To pass the ocean with a band of men ; 
I'll join the hills that bind the Afrtc shore. 
And make that country continent to Spain, 
And both contributory to my crown : 
The Emperor shall not live but by my leave, 
Nor any potentate of Germany. 
Now that I have obtained what 1 desire, 
I'll live in speculation of this art 
Till Mephistophilis return again. [Exit. 

C Enter Wagner and Clowv.^ 

Wag. Sirrah, boy, come hither. 
Clown. How, boy ! Swowns. boy ! I hope 
you have seen many boys with such pickadc- 
vaunts* as I have. Boy, quotha ! 

Wag. Tell me, sirrah, hast thou any comings 
in? 

Clown. Ay, and goings out too; you may see 

Wag. Alas, poor slave ! see how poverty 
jesteth in his nakedness ! the villain is bare and , 
out of service, and so hungry, that 1 know he 
would give his soul to the Devil for a shoulder 
of mutton, though it were blood-raw. 

C/oit'H. How? My soul to the Devil for a 

yA btatd cut to a sharp point in the middle uDiler the 
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[ Ehoulder of mutton, though 'twere blood-raw ! 
3, good friend; by'r Lady, I had need 
well roasted and good sauce to it; 
pay so dear. 

ju serve us, and I'll make 
i discipulus ? 



I beaten silk and staves- 
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Wag. Well, will I 
thee go like Qui ni 

Clown. How, in 

Wag. No, sirrah 
acre. ^ 

Clown. How, how, knave's acre 1 Ay, 1 
thought that was all the land his father left him. 
Do you hear? I would be sorry to rob you of 
your living. 

IVag. Sirrah, I say in staves-acre. 

Clown. Oho ! Oho ! Staves-acre ! Why then 
[i^elike if I were your man I should be full of 

It^iig-. So thou shalt, whether thou beest with 

ne or no. But, sirrah, leave your jesting, and 

,1 bind yourself presently unto me for seven years, 

I'll turn all the lice about thee into familiars, 

'^ and they shall tear thee in pieces. 

Clown. Do you hear, sir? You may save that 
labour : they are loo familiar with me already : 
swowns 1 they are as bold with my flesh as if 
they had paid for their meat and drink. 

Wag. Well, do you hear, sirrah? Hold, take 
these guilders. [Gives money. 

Clown. Gridirons ! what be they ? 
Wag. Why, French crowns. 
Clown. Mass, but in the name of French 
crowns, a man were as good have as many Eng- 
lish counters. And what should I do with these? 
Wag. Why, now, sirrah, thou art at an hour's 
warning, whensoever or wheresoever the deviJ 
shall fetch thee. 
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Clown. No, no; here, take your gridirons 
again. 

IV ag. Truly, I'll none of them. 
. Clown. Truly, but you shall, 
[ IVag. Bear witness, I gave them to him. 
I Clown. Bear witness, I give them you again. 
■ Wag. Well, 1 will cause two devils presently 
to fetch thee away — ^Ballol and Belcher ! 

Clown. Let your Baliol and your Belcher 
come here, and I'll knock them, they were 
never so knocked since they were devils : 
say I should kill one of them, what 
would folks say? "Do ye see yonder tall 
fellow in the round slop? he has killed the devil. " 
So I should be called Kill-devil all the parish over. 

Enter two Devils; and the Clown runs up 

and down crying. 
Wag. Baliol and Belcher, — spirits, away ! 

[Exeunt Devils. 
Clown. What, are they gone? a vengeance on 
them I they have vile long nails. There was a 
he-devil and a she-devil: I'll tell you how you 
shall know them; all nc-devils has horns, and all 
she-devils has clift and cloven feet. 
Wag. Well, sirrah, follow me. 
Clown. But, do you hear? if 1 should servej 
you. would you teach me to raise up Bamos and I 
Belcheos? -f 

Wag. I will teach thee to turn thyself to any-4 
thing, to a dog, or a cat, or a mouse, or a rat, orr 
anything. 

Clown. How ! a Christian fellow to a dog, or a 

» cat, a mouse, nr a rat ! No, no, sir; if you turn 

me into anything, let it be in the likeness of a 

I iUijCSrelty frisking flea, that I may be here and 

LJ|m and everywhere. Oh, I'll tickle the pretty 
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renches' plackets; I'U be among'st them, i' faith ! 
^?r WcTl, sirrah, come. 
Clawn. But, do you hear, Wagner? 
IVag. How I^Baliol and Belcher ! 
Cloivn. O Lord ! 1 pray, sir, let Baliol and Bel- 
Bier go sleep. 
^ 'i'ag. Villain, call me Master Wagner, and 
"Tet thy left eye be diametarily fixed upon my right 
heel, with quasi vestigHs nostris insistere. [Exit. 
Clovm. 6od forgive me, he speaks Uutih 
I fustian. Well I'll follow him; I'll serve him^ 
that's flat. [Exit. 

Faustus in his Study. 

Faust. Now, Faustus must 

Thou needs be damned, and canst thou not be 

saved : 
What boots it, then, to think of God or heaven? 
Away with such vain fancies, and despair; 
Despair in God, and trust in Belzebub ; 
Now go not backward; no, Faustus, be resolute : 
Why waver'st Ihou? O, something soundeth in 

mine ears, 
V Abjure this magic, turn to God again!" 
Ay, and Faustus will turn to God again. 
To God ? — He loves thee not ; — 
The god thou serv'st is thine own appetite, 
Wherein is fixed the love of Belzebub : 
To him I'M build an altar and a church. 
And offer lukewarm blood of new-born babes. 

Enter Good Angel and Evil Angel. 
-Good Ang. Sweet Faustus, leave that exe- 
crable art. 
Faust. Contrition, prayer, repentence — what of 
them? 
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Good Ang. Oh, they are means to bring thee fi 
unto heaven I A 

Evil Ang. Rather illusions, fruits of lunacy, jr 
That make men foolish that do trust them most. - 
Good Ang. Sweet Faustus, think of heaven » ^ 
and heavenly things. /?* 

EvU Ang. No, Faustus; think of honour and ' 

of wealth. (Exeunt Angels. 

Faust. Of wealth! 
Why, the signiory of Embden shall be mine. 
When Mephistophilis shall stand by me, 
What God can hurt thee, Faustus? Thou art 

safe : 
Cast no more doubts. — Come, Mephistophilis, 
And bring glad tidings from great Lucifer ; — 
Is't not midnight? — Come, Mephietophilis, 
Vent, Vfni, MephistophUe ! 

Enter Mephistophilis. 
Now tell me what says Lucifer, thy lord? 
Meph. That I shall wait on Faustus whilst he 
lives. 
So he will buy my service with his sou!. 
Faust, Already Faustus hath hazarded that for 

thee. 
Meph. But, Faustus, thou must bequeath it 
solemnly, " — 

And write a deed of gift with thine own blood; 
For that security craves great Lucifer. _' " 
" thou deny it, ! will back to Hell. 

"lust. Stay, Mephistophilis. Tell me, what 
good will my soul do thv lord? 
ph. Enlarge his kingdom. 

ust. Is that the reason why he tempts us 
thus? 
A/eph. Solamen misfris socios habuisse doloris. 
Faust. Why, have you any pain that torture 
" others? 
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^feph. As great as have the human souls of 
men. 
_But, tell me, Faustus, shall 1 have thy soul? 
And 1 will be thy slave, and wait on thee, 
And g-ive thee more than thou hast wit to ask. 
Faust- Ay, Mephistophilis, 1 give it thee, 
Mepk. Then, Faustus, stab thine arm courag-e- 
ously, 
And bind thy soul, that at some certain day 
Great Lucifer may claim it as his own; 
And then be thou as great as Lucifer. 
. Faust. [Stabbing his arm.] Lo, Mephisto- 
philis, for love of thee, 
;ut mine arm, and with my proper blood 
Assure my soul to be prreat Lucifef's. 
)l - Chief lord and regent of perpetual night I 
'' Viev^ here the blood that trickles from mine arm, 
And let it be propitious for my wish. 
Meph. Dul, Faustus, thou must 
■ - Write it in manner of a deed of gift. 

Faust. Ay, so 1 will. [Writes.] But, Mephis- 
1 ^ tophilts, 

I My blood congeals, and I can write no more. 

I Meph. I 'II fetch thee fire to dissolve it straigiit. 

»\Exit. 
Faust. What might the staying of my blood 
pol-tend ? 
{s it unwilling I should write this bill? 
Why streams it not, that I may write afresh? 
ftlttstus gives to thee his souti ah, there it 
stay'd ! 
Why should 'st thou not? is not thy soul thine 
Then write again, Faustus gives to thee his soul. 

Re-enter Mephistophilis with a chafer of coals. 
Meph. Here's fire; come, Faustus, set it on. 
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p Faust. So, now the blood begins to dear ogam ; 

t will I make an end immediately. [Writes. 

Meph. Oh, what will not I do to obtain his 

. soul? [Aside. 

' Faust. Consummatum est. this bill is ended, 

iAnd Faustus hath bequeathed his soul to Lucifer. 

I But what is this inscription on mine arm? 

^ Homo, fuge : whither should 1 fly? 

If unto God, he'll throw me down to Hell. 

J My senses are deceived, here's nothing ' 

r I see it plain; here in this place is wril 

' Jiomo, fuge : yet shall not Faustu-s fly. 

y Meph. I'll fetch him somewhat to delight his 

mind. [Aside, and exit. 

Kmter Mephistophiijs with Devils, ivho givcC 
■owns and rich apparel to Faustus, dance i 
artiJ depart, 
ttust. Speak, Mephistophilis, what means this 
show? 
Meph. Nothing, Faustus, but to delight thy 
mind withal, 
And to show thee what magic can perform. 
Faust, But may T raise up spirits when I 

please? 
Meph. Ay, Faustus, and do greater things 

kthan these. 
oust. Then there's enough for a thousand 
souls, 
e, Mephistophilis, receive this scroll, 
A deed of gift of body and nf soul : 
But yet conditionally th.^t thou perform 
All articles prescrih'd between us both ! 

Meph. Fauslus, 1 swear hv Hell and L 
To effect all promises between us made. 

Faust. Then hear mr read them. [Reads.] 
On these condUions foUowing. First, that " 
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Faustus may be a spirit in form and substance. 
Secondly, that Mephistophilis shall be his ser- 
vant, and at his command. Thirdly, shall do 
for him. and bring him tvhalsoever he desires. 
Fourthly, that he shall be in his chamber or 
house invisible. Lastly, thai he shall appear to 
the said John Faustus, at all times, in tvhat form 
or shape soever he pleases. I, John Faustus 
of Werienberg, Doctor, by these presents, do give 
both body and soul to Lucifer, prirtce of the East, 
and his minister Mephistophilis ; and further- 
more grant unto them, that, twenty-four years 
being expired, the articles above written invio- 
late, full power to fetch or carry the said John 
Faustus, body and soul, flesh, blood, of goods, 
into their habitation wheresoever. By me, John 
Faustus. 

Meph. Speak, Faustus, do you deliver this as 
your deed? 

Faust. Ay, take it, and the devil five thee 
good on't. 

Meph. Now, Faustus, ask what thou wilt. 

Faust. First will 1 question with thee atwut 
Hell. 
Tell me, where is the place that men call Hell? 

Meph. Under the Heavens. 

Faust. Ay, but whereabout? 

Meph. Within the bowels of these elements, 
Where we are tortured and remain for ever; 
Hell hath no limits, nor is circumscrib'd 
In one self place ; for where we are is Hell, 
And where Hell is, there must we ever be : 
And, to conclude, whi-n all the world dissolves. 
And every creature shall be purified, 
All places shall be Hell that are not heaven, 
_ Fauii. Come, I think, Hell's a fable. 
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Meph. Ay, think so still, til! experience change 

thy mind. 
Faust. Why. think'st thou, then, that Faustus 

shall be damned? 
VMeph. Ay. of necessity, for here's the scroll 
'" Ihou hast given thy soul to Lucifer. 

Faust. Ay, and body too; but what of that? 
ik'st thou that Faustus is so fond to imagine 
:, after this life, there is any pain? 
ish, these are trifles and mere old wives' tales. 
Mcph. But, Faustus, f am an instance to prove 
the contrary. 
For I am damned, and am now in Hell. 

Faust. How ! Now in Hell ! 
Nay, an' this be Hell, I'll willingly be damned 

here; 
What ! walkint!', disputing ! etc. 
But, leaving off thi^, let me have a. wife, 
fairest maid in Germany; 
I am wanton and lascivious, 
cannot live without a wife. 
'eph. How ! a wife! 

! prithee, Faustus, talk not of a wife. 

Faust. Nay, sweet Meph is tophi lis, fetch me 

For I will have one. 

Meph, Well— thou wilt have one. Sit there 
till I come; 
I' ll fetch thee a wife in the devil's name. \Exit. 

^^^^■enter Mephistophilis ■with a Devil drest like 
^^^Ht a woman, with fireworks. 

W^^KUeph. Tell me, Faustus, how dost thou like 
1 ^ thy wife? 
"^ Faust. A plague on her for a hot whore! 
Meph. Tm, Faustus, 
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^^^^Blarriage is but a ceremonial toy ; 

^^^^U thou lovest me, think no more of it. 

^^^■'11 cull thee out the fairest courtesans, 

^^^BAnd bring them every morning to thy bed ; 

I She whom tliine eye shall like, thy heart shall 

have. 
Be she as chaste as was Penelope, 
As wise as Saba, or as beautiful 
As was bright Lucifer before his fall. 
Here, take this book, peruse it thoroughly ; 

[Gives book. 
The iterating of these lines brings gold ; 
The framing of this circle on the ground 
Brings whirlwinds, tempests, thunder, and light- 
ning ; 
Pronounce this thrice devoutly to thyself. 
And men in armour shall appear to thee, 
Ready to execute what thou desir'st. 

Faust. Thanks, Mephistophilis : yet fain 
would f have a book wherein I might behold all 
spelts and incantations that 1 might raise up 

I spirits when 1 please. 
Meph. Here they are in this book. 
[Turns to them. 
' Faust. Nay, let me have one book more, — and 
then I have done, — wherein I might see all plants, 
)ierbs, and trees, that grow upon the earth. 
' Meph. Here they be. 
Faust. Oh, thou art deceived. 
r Meph. Tut, I warrant thee. [Turns to them. 
AnH 
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Enter Faustus and Meph istopki lis. 
Faust. When I behold the heavens, then 

And curse thee, wicked Mephistophilis, 
Because thou hast deprived me of those joys. 
Meph. Why, Faustus, 
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Thinkest thou Heaven is such a glorious thing? 
] tell thee, 'tis not half so fair as thou. 
Or any man that breathes on earth. 
Faust. How prov'st thou that? 
Meph. 'Twas made for man, therefore is man 

more excellent. 
Faust. If it were made for man, 'twas made 

tor me; 
will r enounc e this magic and repent. 

Enter Good Axgel and EviL Angel. 
fod Ang. Faustus, repent; yet God will pity 
.Ihee. 
it Ang. Thou art a spirit; God cannot pity 
_ thee. 

Fausl. Whobuzzeth in mine ears I am a spirit? 
Be I a devil, yet God may pity me; 
Ay, God will pity me, if I repent. 

Evil Ang. Ay, but Faustus never shall repent. 
\ Exeunt Angels. 
' Fausl.^ My heart's so harden 'd I cannot repent; 
Scarce caTiT name salvation, faith, or Heaven, ' 
But fearful echoes thunder in mine ears 
" Faustus, thou are damned !" then swords, and 

knives, 
Poison, guns, halters, and envenomed steel 
Are laid before me to despatch myself; 
And long ere this 1 should have .slain myself. 
Had not sweet pleasure conquered deep despair. 
Have not I madp hlWtd Homer sing to me 
Of Alexander's love, and (Enon's death? 
And hath not he. that built the walls of Thebes. 
With ravishing sound of his melodious harp, 
Made music with my Mephistophilis? 
Why should I die. then, or basely despair? 
I am rcsolv'd; Faustus shall ne'er repent, ^ — 
<Coinc, Mephistophilis. let us dispute again, 

- e-- 'A. -' -V* 
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rAnd argue of divine astrology. 

Tell me, are there many heavens above the moon ? 

Are all celestial bodies but one globe. 

As is thf substance of this centric earth? 

Mtph. As are the elements, such are the 
spheres, 
Mutually folded in each other's orb, 
And, Faustus, 

All jointly move upon one axlelree, 
Whose terminine is termed the world's wide pole : 
Nor are the names of Saturn, Mars, or Jupiter 
Feigned, but are erring stars. 

Faust. But, tell me, have they all one motion, 
both situ et tempore? 

Meph. All jointly move from east to west in 
twenty-four hours upon the poles of the world ; 
but differ in their motion upon the poles of the 
zodiac. 

Faust. Tush, these slender trifles Wagner can 
decide r 
Hath Mephistophilis no greater skill? 
Who knows not the double motion of the planets? 
The first is Rnish'd in a natural dav; 
The second thus; as Saturn in thirty years; 
Jupiter in twelve; Mars in four; the Sun, Venus, 
and Mercury in a year; the Moon in twenty- 
eight days. Tush, these are freshmen's suppo- 
sitions. But. tell me, hath every sphere a 
dominion or intelligentia? 

Meph. Ay. 

Fau-fl. How many heavens or spheres are 
there ? 

Meph. Nine; the seven plancls, the firmament, 
and the empyreal heaxen. 

Fault. Well, resolve me in this question, wliv 
have we not conjunctions, oppositions, aspectf, 
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eclipses, all at one time, but in some years we 
have more, in some less? 

Meph. Per itieequalem malum respectu totius. 

Faust. Well, 1 am answered. Tell me who 
made the world ? 

Meph. I will not. 

Faust. Sweet Mephistophilis, tell me. 

Meph. Move me not, for I will not tell thee. 

Faust. Villain, have I not bound Ihee to tell me 
anything ? 

Meph. Ay, that is not against our kingdom; 
but this is. Think thou on Hell, Faustus, for 
thou art damned. 

Faust. Think, Faustus, upon God that made 
the world. 

Meph. Remember this. \Exit. 

Faust. Ay ! go, accursM spirit, lo ugly hell ! ■ 

'Tis thou hast damned distressed Faustus' soul !■-::_ 
Is't rot too late? 

Re-enter Good Akgel and Evil Ancel. 

Evil Ang. Too late. — 

Good Ang. Never too late, if Faustus can _ 
repent. 

Evil Ang. If thou repent, devils shall tear ihee 
in pieces. 

Good Ang. Repent, and they shall never raie 
(hy skin. 

[Exeunt Angei.&. . - 

Faust. Ah, Christ my Saviour, - -^^■" 

Seek to save distressW Faustus' souIIt-j-.-' ■'*' 

Enter Lucifer. Bclzebus, and MEPiiisTOMiiti*. — 

Luc. Christ cannot save thy soul, for he is just r 
There's none but I have interest in the same. 
Fattst. O, who art thou Uut look's! so terrible? 
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Luc. I am Lucifer; 
And this is my companion-prince in Hell. 

Faust. O I Faustus they are come to fetch away 
soul ! 

.uc. We come to tell thee thou dost injure us 
)u talk'st of Christ, contrary to thy promise : 
m shouldst not think of God ; think of the 
Devil, 
And of his dam too." 

Faust. Nor will I henceforth : pardon mi 
this, 

And Faustus vows never to look to Heaven, 
Never to name God, or to pray to Him, 
To burn his Scriptures, slay His ministers. 
And make my spirits pull His churches down. 

Luc. Do so. and we will highly gratifv thee. 
Faustus, we are come from Hell, to show thee. 
some pastime: sit down, and thou shalt see all 
the Seven Deadly Sins appear in their propef 
shapes. 

Faust. That sight will be as plea.sing unto me. 
As Paradise was to Adam the first day 
Of his creation. 

Luc. Talk not of Paradise nor creation; but 
mark this show : talk of the Devil and nothing' 
else: Come away ! 

Enter the Seven Deadly Sins, 
Now, Faustus, examine them of their several 
, names and dispositions. 
,'> Faust. What art thou, the first? 

Pride. I am Pride : I disdain to have any 
parents. I am like t6~Ovid's flea: .1 can_greep 
Jnto every corner of a wench. Sometimes, like 
a perriwij, T sit upon her brow; or, like a tan' 

■This line is omitted in sonic cdiiions, the upinioii beiii 
that it Is an ioterpolation. 
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of feathers, I kiss her lips; indeed, I do — \vhat 
do I not? But, fie, what a scent is here! I'll 
not speak another word except the K''''U"(' were 
perfumed, and covered with cloth of arras. 

Faust. What art thou, the second? 

Covet, _1 am_Covetousness, begotten of an old 
. churl in an old leathern Hag": and, might I have 
my wish, I would desire that ihis house and all 
the people in it were turned to gold, that I might 
lock you up in my good chesl. O, my sweet 
gold! 

Faust. What art thou, the third? 

Wraik. I am Wrath; I had neither father oor 
mother : "rTeapt out of a. lion's mouth when I 
TTas scarce fiaTl^an-hour old ; and ever since I have 
riin up and down the world with this case of 
rapiers, wounding myself when I had nobody to 
light withal. I was born in Hell; and look to it, 
for some of you shall be niv father. 

Faust. What art ihou, the fourth? 

Envy. I am Envy, begotten of a chimney- 
sweeper "an'd an oyster-wife. I cannot read, and 
"tTierefore wish all books were burnt. I am lean 
witR seeing others eat. O that there would come 
a famine through all ihe world, that all might die. 
and I live atone ! Then thou shouldst see how- 
fat [ would be. But must thou sit, and I stand? 
comedown, with a vengeance 1 

Fauit. Away, envious rascal I — What art thou 
—Ihe fifth? 

Glut. Who, I. sir? f am flluttony. Mv . 
parents are all dead, and Ihe devil a penny they 
have left mc, but a bare pension, and that is 
thirty meals a day and ten bevers," — a small 

■ I RehMhtnfnl Ulwecn inEak Tl« word 1$ Mill applied 
omt parts at the couaity lo tlie afternoon i^neclc of 
WUnen anil ottin labourers. 
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trifle to suffice nature. O, I come of a royal 
larcntage ! my grandfather was a Gammon of 
Bacon, my grandmother a Hogshead of Claret- 
wine; my godfathers were these, Peter Pickle- 
herring and Martin Martlemas-beef ; O, but my 
godmother, she was a jolly gentlewoman, and 
well-beloved in every good town and city ; her 
name was Mistress Margery March-beer. Now, 
Faustus, thou hast heard all my progeny; wilt 
thou bid me to supper? 

Faust. No, I'll see thee hanged; thou wilt eat 
up all my victuals. 

Glut. Then the devil choke thee I 

Faust. Choke thyself, glutton ! — ^Who art thou 
— the sixth? 

Sloth. 1 am Sloth. I was begotten on a sunny 
bank, where I have Iain ever since; and you have 
done me great injury to bring me from thence : let 
me be carried thither again by Gluttony and 
Lechery. I'll not speak another word for a 
king's ransom. 

Faust. What are you. Mistress Minx, the 
seventh and last? 

Lechery. Who, 1, sir? 1 am one that loves an 
inch of raw mutton better than an ell of fried 
stockfish; and the first letter of my name begins 
wlrh L. 

Luc. Away, to Hell, to Hell ! [Exeunt the Sins. 
Now, Faustus, how dost thou like this? 

Faust. O, this feeds my soul ! 

Luc. Tut, Faustus, in hell is all manner of 
delight. 

Faust. O, might I see hell, and return again. 
How happy were 1 then ! 

Luc. Thou shah; I will send for thee at mid- 
night. 
■Jn meantime take ibis book ; peruse it thoroughly, ' 
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And thou shall turn thyself into what shape thou • 
wilt. 

Fiiusl. Great thanks, mighty Lucifer! ■" 
This will I keep as chary as my life. . 

Luc. Farewell, Faustus, and think on the Devil, 

Faust. Farewell, great Lucifer. 

[Exeunt Lucifer and Belzebub. 
Come, Mephistophilis. [Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 
^^ Learned Faustus, 

TcTknow the secrets of astronomy, 
Graven in the book of Jove's high firmament,. 
Did mount himself to scale Olympus' top, ■ 
Being; seated in a chariot burning bright, - 
Drawn by the strength of yoky dragons* necks,- 
He now is gone to prove cosmography, 
And, as 1 guess, will first arrive at Rome, 
To see the Pope and manner of his court, 
Andtalre some part of holy Peter's feast. 
That to this day is highly solemnized. [Exit. 

Enter Faustus and Mbphistophilis. 

Faust. Having now, my good Mephistophilis, 
Passed with delight the stately town of Trier, 
Environed round with airy mountain-tops. 
With walls of flint, and deep-entrench^ lakes. 
Not to be won by any conquering prince ; 
From Paris next, coasting the realm o( France, 
We saw the river Maine fall Into Rhine, 
Whose banks are set with groves of fruitful vines ; 
Then up to Naples, rich Campania, 
Whose buildings fair and gorgeous to the eye, 
'ihe streets straight forth, and paved with finest 

brick. 
Quarter the town in four equivalents : 
There saw we learned Maro's" golden tomb. 
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The way he cut, an English mile in length, 
Thorough a rock of stone, in one night's space. 
From thence to Venice, Padua, and the rest, 
In one of which a sumptuous temple stands. 
That threats the stars with her aspiring top. 
Thus hitherto hath Faustus spent his time : 
But tell me now, what refitine--place is this? 
Hast thou, as erst 1 did command. 
Conducted me within the walls of Rome? 

Mefh. Faustus, 1 have; and because we will 
not be unprovided, 1 have taken up his Holiness' 
privy-chamber for our use. 

Faust. I hope his Holiness will bid us welcome. 

Meph. Tut, 'tis no matter, man; we'll be bold 
with his good cheer. 
And now, my Faustus, that thou mayst perceive 
What Rome containeth to delight thee with. 
Know that this city stands upon seven hills. 
That underprop the groundwork of the same : 
Just through the midst runs (lowing Tiber's 

With winding banks thai cut it in two parts; 
Over the which four stately bridges lean, 
That make safe passage to each part of Rome. 
Upon the bridge, called Ponte Angelo, 
Erected is a castle passing strong. 
Within who.se walls such store of ordnance are, 
And double cannons fram'd of carvW brass, 
As match the days within one complete year; 
Besides the gates, and high pyramids. 
Which Julius Caesar brought from Africa, 

Faust. Now, by the kingdoms of infernal rule, 
Of Stys, of Acheron, and the fiery lake 
Of ever-burning Phlegethon, I swear 
That I do long to seethe monuments 
And situation o( bright-splendent Rome; 
Come, therefore, let's away. 
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^{£ph. Nay, Faustus, stay: I know you'd see 
the Pope, 
And take some part of holy Peter's feast. 
Where thou shaJt see a troop of bald-pate friars. 
Whose summum bonum is in belly-cheer. 
Faust. Well, I'm content to compass them 
some sport, 
And by their folly make us merriment : 
Then charm me, that I may be invisible 
To do what I please, 
Unsean of any whilst 1 stay in Rome. 

(Mephistophilis charms him. 
Meph. So, Faustus; now 
Do what thou wilt, thou shalt not be discerned. 

Sound Sennet.^ Enter the Pope and the Car- 
oiXAL of LoRRAiH to the banquet, with Friars . 
attending. 

Pope. My Lord of Lorrain, wiU't please you 
draw near? 

Faust. Fall to, and the devil choke you, an 
you spare. 

Pope. How now 1 who's that which spake? 
Friars, look about. 

First Friar. Here's nobody, if it like your Holi- 

Pope. My lord, here is a dainty dish was sent 
me from the Bishop of Milan. 

Faust. I thank you, sir. ]Snatches the dish. 

Pope. How now ! who's that which snatched 
llie meat from me? Will no man lookP^My lord, 
•'.is dish was sent me from the Cardinal of 
I Florence. 
^Fausl. Vou say true; I'll ha't. 
■ \Snatches the dish. 

A poiticulUT set ol notes oa « trumpet or comet 
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Pope. What, again! — My lord, I'll drink to 

Faust. I'll pledge your grace. 

[Snatches the cup. 
C. of Lor. My lord, it may be some ghost, 
iwly crept out of purgatory, come to beg a par- 
m of your Holiness. 

Pope. It may be so. — Friars, prepare a dirge 

to lay the fury of this ghost. — Once again, my 

lord, fall to. [The Pope crosses himself. 

Faust. What, are you crossing of yourself? 

'Well, use that trick no more, 1 would advise you, 

[The Pope crosses himself again. 

'dl, there's the second time. Aware the third; 

give you fair warning. 

[The Pope crosses himself again, and 
Favstvs Juts him a box of the ear; and 
they aJl run away. 
Come on, Mephistophilis ; what shall we do? 
Meph. Nay, 1 know not ; we shall be cursed 
ith bell, book, and candle. 
Faust. How ! bell, book, and candle, — candle, 
book, and bell,— 

A'ard and backward, to curse Faustus to hell ! 
n you shall hear a hog gruot, a calf bleat, 
and an ass bray, 
icause it is Saint Peter's holiday. 

Re-enter the Fkiars to sing the Dirge. 
First Friar. Come, brethren, let's about our 
business with good devotion. [They sing. 
Cursed be he that stole away his Holiness' meat 

from the table ! Midedicat^ fiuminm 1 

irsea be he'that struck liis Holiness a blow on 
face! Maledicat Dominus \ 
Cursed be he that took Friar Sandelo a blow on 
the pate ! Maledicat Dominus ! 
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Cursed be he that disturbeth our holy dirge I 

Maledicat Dommui I 
Cursed be he that took away his Holiness' wine t 

■ Maledicat Dontinus I 
Et omnes sancti ! Amen I 
[MePHisTOPHiLis ami Faustus beat the 
Friars, and fling jireivorks among them; 
and so exeunt. 
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Enter Chorus. 



CkoT. When Faustus had with pleasure ta'en 
the view 
Of rarest things, and royal courts of kings. 
He stayed his course, and so returned home; 
Where such as bear his absence but with grief, 

I mean his friends and near'st companions. 
Did gratulate his safety with kind words, 
And in their conference of what befell, 
Touching his journey through the world and air. 
They put Forth questions of astrology, 

Which Faustus answer'd with such learned skill, 
As they admir'd and wonder'd at his wit. 
Now is his fame spread forth in every land ; 
Amongst the rest the Emperor is one, 
Carolus the Fifth, at whose palace now 
f jlU^lus is feasted "mongst his noblemen. 
What there he did, in trial of his art, 

I I leave untold; your eyes shall see perform 'd. 

tlExit. 
b 



r Robin, the Osller, with a book in his hand. 



'.obiti. O, this is admirable I here I ha' stolenl 

of Doctor Faustus' conjuring books, and 

i'faith, I mean to search some circles for my ownj 

— Now win I make all the maidens in ourl 
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Irish dance at my pleasure, stark naked, before 
e ; and so by that means I shall see more than 
E'er 1 felt or saw yet. 

Enter Ralph, calling Robin. 

Ralph. Robin, prithee, come away ; there's a 
jentleman tarries to have his horse, and he would 
have his things rubbed and made clean : he keeps 
such a chafing with my mistress about it ; and 
she has sent me to look thee out ; prithee, come 
;«way. 

Robin. Keep out, keep out, or else you are 
ilown up, you are dismembered, Ralph : keep 
out, for I am about a roaring piece of work. 

Ralph. Come, what doest thou with that same? 
thou canst not read? 

Robin. Yes, my master and mistress shall find 
that I can read, he for his forehead, she for her 
private study; she's born to bear with me, or 
else my art fails. 

Ralph. Why, Robin, what book is that? 

Robin. What book ! why, the most intolerable 
book for conjuring thiit e'er was invented by any 
brimstone devil. 

Ralph. Canst thou conjure with it? 

Robin. I can do all these things easily with it; 
first, I can make thee drunk with ippocras" at 
any tabern in Europe for nothing; that's one of 
my conjuring works. 

Ralph. Our Master Parson says that's nothing. 

Robin. True, Ralph ; and more, Ralph, if thou 
hast any mind to Nan Spit, our kitchcnmaid, then 
turn her and wind her to thy own use as often 
as thou wilt, and at midnight. 

'4 Or Iiippor.ras. Wine, with an infusioc of spices 
sugar, strained through a cloUi, 
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Ralph. O brave Robin ! shall I have Nan Spit, 
and to mine own use? On that condition !'d 
feed thy devil with horse-bread as long as he 
lives, of free cost. 

Robin. No more, sweet Ralph : let's go and 
make clean our boots, which lie foul upon our 
and then to our conjuring in the devil's 
[Exeunt. 






Iter Robin and Ralph with a silver goblet. 



Robin. Come, Ralph ! did not I tell thee, we 
were for ever made by this Doctor Faustus' 
book? Ecce, signuml Here's a simple pur- 
chase for horse-keepers ; our horses shall eat no 
hay as long as this lasts. 

Ralph. But, Robin, here comes the vintner. 

I Robin. Hush! I'll gull him supernatu rally. 
t Enter Vintner. 

■awer, I hope all is paid ; God be with you ; 

come, Ralph. 
Vint. Soft, sir; a word with you. I must yet 
have a goblet paid from you, ere you go. 

Robin. I a goblet, Ralph ; I a goblet ! 1 scorn 
you ; and you are but a, &c. I a goblet ! search 

Vint. I mean so, sir, with your favour. 

[Searches him. 
ibin. How say you now? 
%lt. I must say somewhat to your fellow. — 
I, sir! 

Ralph. Mc, sir! me. sir I search your fill. 
[ViNTNKR searches him.] Now, sir, you may be 
ashamed to burden honest men with a matter of 
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Vint. Well, t'one of you hath this goblet about 
I you. 

Robin. You lie, drawer, "115 afore me [j4st(le]. 
—Sirrah you, I'll teach you to impeach honest 
men; — stand by; — I'll scour you for a goblet ; — 
stand aside you had best. 1 charge you in the 

Lname of Belzebuh.— Look to the goblet, Ralph 
[Aside to Ralph]. 
Vint. What mean you, sirrah? 
Robin. I'll tell you what I mean. [Reads from 
a book.] SanctohiiloTum Periphfasticon — Nay, 
I'll tickle you, Vintner. — Look to the goblet, 
Ralph [Aside to Ralph].— [J?eadi] Polypragmos 
Belsebarams framanto pacostiphos tostu, Methis- 
tophilis, &c. 
Er 
5 



Enter Mephistophilis, sets SQuibs at their backs, 
and then exit. They run about. 
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Vint. O, nomine Domini \ what meanest thou, 
;obin? thou hast no goblet. 
Ralph. Peccatum peccatorum ! — Here's thy 
goblet, good Vintner. 

[Gives the goblet to Vintner, who exit. 
Robin. Misericordia pro nobis ! What shall I 
do? Good Devil, forgive me now, and I'll never 
thy library more. 



Re-enter Mephistophilis. 






Meph. Monarch of hell, under whose black 

survey 
rreat potentates do kneel with awful fear. 
Upon whose altars thousand souls do lie. 
How am I vex^d with these villains' charms? 
From Constantinople am I hither come. 
Only for pleasure of these damnfed slaves. 
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Robin. How from Constantinople? you have 
had a great journey ; will you take sixpence in 
r purse to pay (or your supper, and be gone? 
--•-II ..:ii_; — t — your presumption, I 
to an ape, and thee into a dc^; 
[Exit. 
ito an ape! that's brave: I'll 
th the boys. I'll get nuts and 



Meph. Well, villaini 
ransform thct ' 
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and so begone. 

Robin. How. 
have fine sport ^ 
apples enow. 

Ralph. And I must be a dog. 

Robin. I 'faith, thy head will never be out alj 
the pottage-pot. [ExetmtJ 

Enter Emperor, Faustus, and a Knight with {/ 
Attendants. 

v^mp. Master Doctor Faustus, I have heard 

-ange report of thy knowledge in the black art, 
how that none in my empire nor in the whole 

Id can compare with thee for the rare effects ' 
ot magic : they say thou hast a familiar spirit, by 
whom thou canst accomplish what thou list. 
Thit, therefore, is my request, that thou let me 
see some proof of thy skill, that mine eyes mayi 
be witnesses to confirm what mine ears haveheardi 
reported : and here I swear to thee, by the honour' 
of mine imperial crown, that, whatever thou 
doest, thou shalt be no ways prejudiced or en- 
damaged. 

Knight. I'failh, he looks much like a conjuror. 
\Aiide. 

Faust. My gracious sovereign, though 1 must 
confess myself far inferior to the report men have 
published, and nothing answerable to the honour 
ol your imperial majesty, yet, for that love 
duty binds me thereunto, I am content to do 

rver your majesty shall 
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Emp. Then, Doctor Faustus, mark what I 

shall say. 
,s 1 was sometime solitary set 

my closet, sundry thoughts arose 
About the honour of mine ancestors, 
How they had won by prowess such exploits. 
Got such riches, subdued so many kingdoms. 
As we that do succeed, or they that shall 
Hereafter possess our throne, shall 
(1 fear me) ne'er attain to that degree 
Of high renown and great authority : 
Amongst which kings is Alexander the Great, 
Chief spectacle of the world's pre-emmence. 
The bright shining of whose glorious acts 
Lightens the world with his reflecting beams. 
As when ! hear but motion made of him, 
It grieves my soul 1 never saw the man. 
If, therefore, thou, by cunning of thine art, 
Canst raise this man from hollow vaults below. 
Where lies entonibed this famous conqueror. 
And bring with him his beauteous paramour. 
Both in their right shapes, gesture, and attire 
They used to wear during their time of life, 
Thou shalt both satisfy my just desire. 
And give me cause to praise thee whilst 1 live. 

Faust. My gracious lord, I am ready to accom- 
plish your request, so far forth as by art and power 
of my Spirit, I am able to perform. 

Knight. I'faith, that's just nothing at all. 

[Aside. 

Fausl. But, if it like your Grace, it is not in 
my ability to present before your eyes the true 
substantial bodies of those two deceased princes, 
which long since are consumed to dust. 

Knight. Ay, marry. Master Doctor, now 
there's a sign of grace in you, when you will 
confess the truth. [Asidt. 
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Fausf. But such spirits as can lively resemble 
Alexander and his paramour shall appear before 
your grace in that manner that they both lived 
in, in their most flourishing estate ; which 1 doubt 
not shall sufficiently content your imperial ma- 
jesty. 

Emp. Go to, Master Doctor; let me see them 
presently. 

Knighl. Do you hear. Master Doctor? you 
bring Alexander and his paramour before the 
Emperor ! 
' Faust. How then, sir? 

_Kmght. I'faith, that's as true as Diana turned 
he to a stag. 

Faust. No, sir; but, when Actseon died, he 

left the horns to you. — Meph is tophi lis, begone. 

[Exit Mephistophilis. 

Knight. Nay, an you go to conjuring, I'll be- 
gone. [Exit: ' 

Faust. I'll meet with you anon for interrupting 
me so. — Here they are, my gracious lord. 

Re-enler Mephistophilis, iiaith Spirits in the- ^ 
shape of Alexander and his Paramour. 

Emp. Master Doctor, 1 heard this lady, while 
she lived, had a wart or moie in her neck : how 
shall 1 know whether It be so or no? 

Faust. Your highness may boldly go and see. 

Emp. Sure these are no spirits, but the true 

substantial bodies of those two deceased princes. 

[Exeunt Spirits. 

Faust. Wilt please your highness now to send 
for the knight that was so pleasant with me ~ 
of late? 

Emp. One of you call hlffl forth. 

[Exit Attendamt. 
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, sir knight ! Why, I had thougfht thou 
hadst been a bachelor, but now I see thou hast 
a wife, that not only pives thee horns, but makes 
thee wear them. Feel on thy head. 

Knight. Thou damnid wretch and execrable 
dog, 
Bred in the concave of some monstrous rock. 
How darest thou thus abuse a gentleman? 
rViltain, I say, undo what thou hast done ! 

Faust. O, not so fast, sir! there's no haste: 
' but, good, are you remembered how you crossed 
me in my conference with the Emperor? I think 
1 have met with you for it. 
I Emp. Good Master Doctor, at my entreaty 

I release him : he hath done penance sufTinent. 

Faust. My gracious lord, not so much for the 
ij injury he offered me here in your presence, as 

'i to delight you with some mirth, hath Faustus 

worthily requited this injurious knight; which 
being all I desire, I am content to release him of 
his horns :^and, sir knight, hereafter speak 
well of scholars. — Mephistophilis, transform him 
straight. (Mephistophilis removes the horns.'] 
Now, my good lord, having done my duty, 1 
humbly take my leave, 

I Emp. Farewell, master Doctor : yet, ere you 
go, expect from me a bounteous reward. 
[Exeunt Emperor, Knight, and Attendants. 
; 



Faustus and Mephistophilis. 

Faust. Now, Mephistophilis, the restless course 
I That time doth run with calm and silent foot, 
I' Shortening my days and thread of vital life. 
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Calls for the payment of my latest years : 
Therefore, sweet Mephistophilis. let us 
Mat»-b»steiQ..\Vertenberg,_ . 

.\feph. What, will you go on horseback or on 
foot? 

Faiisl. Nay, till I'm past this fair and pleasant 
walk on foot. 



Entef a Horsb-coursi 



^^h 



Horse-courser. I have been all this day seeking 
Master Fustian : mass, see where he is ! God 

,ve you. Master Doctor! 

Faust. What, horse-courser I you are well met. 

HoTse-C. Do you hear, sir? I have brought 
you forty dollars for your horse. 

Faust. I cannot sell him so; if thou likest him 
for fifty, take him. 

Horse-C. Alas, sir, I have no more I — I pray 
you, speak for me. 

Meph. I pray you, let him have him : he is an 
honest fellow, and he has a great charge, neither 
wife nor Child. 

Faust. Well, come, give me your money 

LHOR SB-COURSER f^t'es Faustus the money.] My 
oy will deliver him to you. But I must tell you 
one thing before you have him ; ride him not into 
the water at any hand. 

Horse-C. Why, sir, will he not drink of all 
waters? 

Fau^l. O yes, he will drink 
ride him not into the water : ri 
or ditch, or where thou wilt, but not into 

Horse-C. Well, sir. — Now 1 am a made man 

ever ; I 'II not leave my horse for twice forty : 

had but the quality of hey -ding-ding, bey- " 
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ding, I'd make a brave living on him : he has a 
buttock as slick as an eel. \Aside,] Wei!, God 
b'wi'ye, sir: your boy will deliver him me: hut, 
hark you, sir; if my horse be sick or ill at ease, 
if I bring his water to you, you'll tell me what 
it is? 

Faust. Away, you villain ! what, dost think I 
am a horse-doctor? [Exit Horse-coursek. 

What art thou, Faustus, but a man condemn'd 

to die? 
Thy fatal time doth draw to final end; 
Despair doth drive distrust into my thoughts : 
Confound these passions with a quiet sleep: 
Tush, Christ did call the thief upon the Cross; 
J Th en rest thee, Faustus, quiet in conceit. 

[Sleeps in his chair. 
Re-enter Horse-courser, oil wet, crying 

Horse-Courser. Alas, alas, Doctor Fustian, 
quotha? mass, Dr. Lopus was never such a Doc- 
tor : has given me a purgation has purged me of 
forty dollars ; I shall never see them more. But 
yet, like an ass as I was, I would not be ruled 
by him, for he bade me I should ride him into 
no water : now I, thinking my horse had had 
some rare quality that he would not have had 
me know of, I, tike a venturous youth, rid him 
into the deep pond at the town's end. 1 was 
no sooner in the middle of the pond, but my horse 
vanished away, and I sat upon a bottle of hay, 
never so near drowning in my life. But I'll seek 
out my doctor, and have my forty dollars again, 
or I'll make it the dearest horse! — O, yonder 
is his snipper-snapper. — Do you hear? you, hey- 
pass, Where's your master? 

Meph. Why, sir, what would you? you cannot 
speak with him. 
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Horse-C. But I will speak with him. 
'eph. Why, he's fast asleep : come some other 

HoTse-C. I'll speak with him now, or I'll 
break his glass-windows about his ears. 

Afe^h. I tell thee he has not slept these eight 
nights. 

Horse-C. An he have not slept these eight 
weeks, I'll speak with him. 

Meph. See, where he is, fast asleep. 

Horse-C. Ay, this is he. — God save ye. Master 
Doctor, Master Doctor, Master Doctor Fustian ! 
forty dollars, forty dollars for a bottle of hay! 

Meph. Why, thou seest he hears thee not. 

Horse-C. Sia-ho, ho! so-ho. ho! [Hollas in 
ih ear.\ No, will you not wake? I'll make you 
Wake ere 1 go. \Pulls Faustus fcy (he leg, and 

lUx it Qway.j Alas, I am undone! what shall 
ido> 

Faust. O, my leg, my leg! Help, Mephis- 

ihilis 1 Call the officers. My leg, my leg ! 

Meph. Come, villain, to the constable. 

Jiorse-C. O Lord, sir, let me go, and I'll give 
forty dollars more t 

Meph. Where be Ihey? 

Horse-C. I have none about me: come to my 
■y, and I'll give them you. 
<teph. Begone quickly. 

(Horse-courses runs away. 

Fausl. What, is he gone? farewell, be! Faus- 
tus has his leg again, and the Horse-courser, 1 
take it, a bottle of hay for his labour :^cll, this 
trick shall cost him forty dollars more, '\ 

Enter Waonfr. 



pw now, Wagner ! what's the news with 
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IVag. Sir, the Duke of Vanholt doth earnestly 
I your company. 

Faust. The Duke of Vanholt! 
ititleman, to whom I must be no 
inning. — Come, Mep his tophi lis, 
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[Exeunt. 



r the Duke oj Vanholt, the Duchess and 
Fausius. 

Duke. Believe me, Master Doctor, this merri- 
ment hath much pleased me. 

Faust. My gracious lord, I am glad it contents 

you so well. — But it may be, madam, you take 

delight in this. 1 have heard that gresl- 

ied women do long for some dainties or other : 

It is it madam? Tell me, and you shall have 



I 



Duchess. Thanks, good Master Doctor ; and for 
your courteous intent to pleasure me, I will 
not hide from you the thing my heart desires ; and, 
were it now summer, as it is January and the 
dead time of the winter, I would desire no better 
meat than a dish of ripe grapes, 

Faust. Alas, madam, that's nothing 1^ — Mephis' 
tophilis, be gone 1 [Exit Mbphistophilis] Were 
It a greater thing than this, so it would content 
you should have it. 



Re-enter Me phi stop hi Lis with grapes. 



;ere they be, madam : wilt please you taste on 
lem? 

Duke. Believe me, Master Doctor, this makes 
wonder above the rest, that being in the dead 
time of winter, and in the month of January, how 
you should come by these grapes. 
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Faust. If it like your Grace, the year is divided 

iio two circles over the whole world, that, when 

is here winter with us, in the contrary circle it 
summer with them, as in India, Saba, and 
farther countries in the East ; and by means of a 
swift spirit that 1 have, 1 had them brought 
hither, as you see. — How do you like them, 
madam? Be they good? 

Duchess, Believe me, Master Doctor, they be 
the best grapes that e'er I tasted in my life before. 

Faust. I am glad they content you so, madam. 

Duke. Come, madam, let us in, where you 
must well reward this learned man for the great 
kindness he hath showed to you. 

Duchess. And so I will, my lord; and, whilst I 
live, rest beholding for this courtesy. 

Faust. I humbly thank your grace. 

Duke. Come, Master Doctor, follow us, and 

;eive your reward. [Exeunt. 



Enter Wagner. 



^See, 



_, 1 think my master shortly means to die. 
For he hath given to me all his goods : 
And yel, methinks, If that death were so near, — 
He would not banquet, and carouse, and swill 
Amongst the students, as even now he doth, 
Who are at supper with such belly-cheer 
As Wagner ne'er beheld in all his life. 
See, where they come ! belike the feast is ended. 
~ [Exit.. 



'.nter Faustus with two or three ScHOl^RS, 
and MErHisTOPiiiLis. 



Schol. Master Doctor Faustus, since our 
conference about fair ladies, which was the beauti- 
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fulest in all the world, we have determined with 
ourselves that Helen of Greece was the admira- 
h!est lady that ever lived; therefore, Master 
Doctor, if you will do us that favour, as to let 
us see that peerless dame of Greece, whom all 
the world admires for majesty, we should think 
ourselves much beholding unto you. 

Faust. Gentlemen, 
For that I know your friendship is unfeigned, 
And Faustus" custom is not to deny 
The just request of those that wish him well, 
You shall behold that peerless dame of Greece, 
No olherways for pomp and majesty 
Than when Sir Paris crossed the seas with her, 
-And brought the spoils to rich Dardania. 
~s silent, then, for danger is in words. 

[Music sounds, and Helen passetk over 
the stage, 
^nd Sckol. Too simple is my wit to tell her 
praise, 
Whom all the world admires for majesty. 

3rd Schol. No marvel thoug-h the angry Greeks 
pursued 
With ten years' war the rape of such a Queen, 
Whose henvenly beauty passeth all compare. 
jsl Schol. Since we have seen the pride of 
Nature's works. 
And only paragon of excellence, 

I Let us depart ; and for this glorious deed 
Happy and blest be Faustus evermore. 
■ Fault, Gentlemen, farewell: the same I wish 
lb you. [Exeunt Scholars. 
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Enter an Old Man. 



Old Man. Ah, Doctor Faustus, that I : 
prevail 
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To guide thy steps unto the way of life, 
By which sweet path thou mayst attain the goal 
That shall conduct thee to celestial rest t 
Break heart, drop blood, and mingle it with tears. 
Tears falling from repentent heaviness ^ 

Of thy most vile and loathsome tilthiness, i 

The stench whereof corrupts the inward soul 
With such flagitious crimes of heinous sin 
As no commiseration may expel, 
But mercy, Faustus, of thy Saviour sweet. 
Whose blood alone must wash away thy guilt. 
Fdvst. Where art thou, Faustus? wretch, what 

hast thou done? 
Damned art thou, Faustus, damned ; despair 

and die ! 
Hell calls for right, and with a roaring voice 
Says, "Faustus, come; thine hour is almost 

And Faustus now will come to do thee riRht. - - — 
[Mepiiistophh-Is gh'es him a dagger. 
Old Man. Ah, stay, good Faustus, stay ihy 
desperate steps ! 
I see an angel hovers o'er thv head, 
And, with a vial full of precious grace, 
Offers to pour the same into thy soul : 
Then call for mercy, and avoid despair. 

Fauit. Ah, my sweet friend, I feel 
Thy words to comfort my distress^ soul ! 
Leave me awhile to ponder on my sins. 

Old A/an. I go, sweet Faustus; but with heavy 
cheer. 
Fearing the ruin of thy hopeless soul. \Exit. 
Faust. Accursid Faustus, where is mercy now?' 
_i_do repent; aniyet i da despair : ' ^"^ 

Hell strives witli grace for conquest in my breast : 
What shall 1 do to shun the snares of death? 
^^M*ph. Thou traitor, Faustus, 1 arrest Ihy soul 
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r dUabedicnce to my sovereign Lord : 
Revolt, or I'll in piece-meal tear thy flesh, 
_ Faust. Sweet Mephistophilis, entreat thy lord 
To pardon my unjust presumption, 
And with my blood again I will confirm 
My former vow I made to Lucifer. 
^^^^ Meph. Do it, then, quickly, with unfeigned 

^^^^^<est greater danger do attend thy drift. 

^^^H' Fausl. Torment, sweet friend, that base and 

^^^^ crooked age, 

X That durst dissuade me from thy Lucifer. 
""With greatest torments that our hell affords. 
Meph. His faith is yreat ; I cannot touch his 
soul ; 

But what I may afflict his body with 

I will attempt, which is but little worth. 

Faust, One thing, good servant, let me crave 

To glut the longing of my heart's desire,^ 
That I might have unto my paramour 
.-Ihat heavenly Helen which I saw of late, 

Whose sweet embracings may extinguish clean 
Those thoughts that do dissuade me from my 



And keep mine 

Meph. Fausl 

Shall be performed in twinkling 
lie-enter Helen, 



of an eye.U/'^ 

.' I Faust. Was this the face that lafinched a tliou- 
I sand ships, i 

' And burnt the topless towers of Ilium?— 

K" cet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.— , 
[Kisses her. J 
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Her lips suck forth my soul : see, where tt flies I — 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul a|rain. 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips, 
And alt is dross that is not Helena. 
I will be Paris, and for love of thee, 
Instead of Troy, shall Wertenberg be sacked; 
And I will combat with weak Menelaus, 
And wear thy colours on my plumed crest ; 
And I will wound Achilles in the heel, 
And then return to Helen for a kiss. 
Oh, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars ; 
Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
When he appeared to hapless Semele; 
Tore lovely than the monarch of the sky 
wanton Arethusa's azured arms; 
(And none but thou shall be my paramour 1 

[Exeunt. 
Enter the Old Man. 
Old Man. Accursfed Faustus, miserable man, 
That from thy soul exclud'st the grace of Heaven, 
And fly'st the throne of his tribunal seal I 

Enter DEvits- 

Satan begins to sift me with his pride : 
As in this furnace God shall try my faith, 
My failh, vile Hell, shall triumph over thee. 
Ambitious fiends, see how the heavens smile 
At your repulse, and laugh your state to scorn ! 
Hence, Hell I for hence I fly unto my God. 

[Exeunt — on one side Devils, on the other, 
Olu Man. 

Enter Faubtus, with Scholars. 
^t. Ah, gentlemen ! 
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1st Schol. What ails Faustus? 
Faust. Ah, my sweet chamber-fellow, had I 
|ived with thee then had I lived still ! but now I 
eternally. Look, conies he not? conies he 
? 
3nd Schol. What means Fausfus? 
3rd Schol. Belike he is grown into some sick- 
s by being over-solitary. 
st Schol. If it be so, we'll have physicians to 
lure him. — 'Tis but a surfeit; never fear, man. 
Faust. A surfeit of deadly sin, that hath 
damned both body and soul. 

^ 2nd Schol. Yet, Faustus, look up to heaven; 
jemember God's mercies are inrinlte. 

Faust. But Faustus' offence can never be par- 
loned ; the serpent that tempted Eve may be 
;ved, but not Faustus. Ah, gentlemen, hear 
with patience, and tremble not at my 
ipceches ! Though my heart pants and quivers 
to remember that I have been a student here 
these thirty years, oh, would I had never seen 
Wertenberg, never read book ! and what wonders 
I have done, all Germany can witness, yea, all 
the world ; for which Faustus hath lost both Ger- 
many and the world, yea. Heaven itself, Heaven 
the seat of God, the throne of the blessed, the 
kingdom of joy; and must remain in Hell for 
ever, Hell, ah. Hell, for ever ! Sweet friends, 
what shall become of Faustus, being in Hell for 
er? 

jtd Schol. Yet, Faustus. call on God. 

Faust. On God, whom Faustus hath abjured I 

On God, whom Faustus hath blasphemed ! Ah, 

my God, 1 would weep I but the devil draws in 

my tears. Gush forth blood, instead of tears ! 

life and soul ! Oh, he stays my tongue I 
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I would lift up^ my hands; but see, they hold 
them, they hold them ! 

AU. Who, Faust us? 

Faust, Lucifer and Mephistophilis. Ah, gen* 
tlemen« I gave them my soul for my cunning ! 

All God forbid! 

Faust, God forbade it, indeed; but Faustus 
hath done it : for vain pleasure of twenty-four 
years hath Faustus lost eternal joy and felicity. 
I writ them a bill with mine own blood : the date 
is expired ; the time will come, and he will fetch 
me. 

jst Schol, Why did not Faustus tell us of this 
before, that divines might have prayed for thee? 

Faust. Oft have I thought to have done so; 
but the devil threatened to tear me in pieces, 
if I named God, to fetch both body and soul, if 
I once gave ear to divinity : and now 'tis too 
late. Gentlemen, away, lest you perish with me. 

2nd Schol. Oh, what shall we do to save 
Faustus? 

Faust, Talk not of me, but save yourselve 
and depart. , 

3rd Schol, God will strengthen me ; I will stay 
with Faustus. 

jst Schol. Tempt not God, sweet friend; but 
let us into the next room, and there pray for him. 

Faust. Ay, pray for me, pray for me ; and what 
noise soever ye hear, come not unto me, for 
nothing can rescue me. 

2nd Schol. Pray thou, and we will pray that • 

God may have mercy upon thee. ^*^ 

Faust. Gentlemen, farewell : if I live till morn- 
ing, ru visit you ; if not, Faustus is gone to Hell. 

All, Faustus, farewell. 

J Exeunt Scholars. — The clock strikes eleven, ^^^^ir^ 
^amst. Ah, Faustus, ^ 
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Now hast thou but one bare hour to live, 
And then thou must be damned perpetually ! 
Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven, 
That time may cease, and midnig^ht never come;; 
Fair Nature's eye, rise, rise again, and make 
Perpetual day; or let this hour he but 
A year, a month, a week, a natural day. 
That Faustus may repent and save his soul ! 
O lente. Utile, currile noctis equit 
The stars move still, time runs, the clock will 

Strike, 
The devil will come, and Faustus must be damned. 
Oh, I'll leap up to my God !— Who pulls me 

See. sec where Christ's blood streams in the fir- 
mament ! 
e drop would save mv soul, half a drop : ah, 
my Christ !— 
Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ ! 
Vet will 1 call on him : O, spare me, Lucifer !— 
Where is it now? 'tis gone : and see, where (lod 
Stretcheth out his arm, and bends his ireful 

brows I 
Mountains and hills, come, come, and fall on me. 
And hide me from the heavy wrath of God ! 
No, no! 

Then will I headlong run into the earth : 
Earth, gape ! O, no, it will not harbour me I 
You stars that reign'd at my nativity. 
Whose inHuence hath allotted Death and Hell, 
Now draw up Faustus, like a fc^gy mist, 
Into the entrails of yon labouring clouds. 
That, when you vomit forth into the air, 
My limbs may issue from your smoky mouthi 
tSo that my soul may hut ascend to heaven t 

(The clock strikes the haJf-hour, 
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Ah, half the hour is past ! *twili all be past anon. 

OGod, 

If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul, 

Yet for Christ's sake, whose blood hath ransomed 

me. 
Impose some end to my incessant pain ; 
Let Faustus live in Hell a thousand years,' 
A hundred thousand, and at last be sav'd V 
Oh, no end is limited to damnid souls ! 
Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul? 
Or why is this immortal that thou hast? ^ 
Ah, P3rthagoras' metempsychosis, were that true. 
This soul should fly from me, and I be changed 
Unto some brutish beast ! all beasts are happy. 
For, when they die. 

Their souls are soon dissolved in elements; 
But mine must live still to be plagued in hell. 
Cursed be the parents that engendered me ! 
No, Faustus, curse thyself, curse Lucifer 
That hath deprived thee of the joys of Heaven. 

[The clock strikes twelve. 
Oh, it strikes, it strikes ! Now, body, turn to air, 
Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell ! 

[Thunder and lightning. 
O soul, be changed into little water-drops. 
And fall into the ocean, ne'er be found ! 

Enter Devils. 

My God, my God, look not so fierce on me ! — ^ 
Adders and serpents, let me breathe a while !^ 
Ugly Hell, gape not! come not Lucifer! 
ril burn my books !— Ah, Mephistophilis ! 

[Exeunt Devils with Faustus. 

Enter Chorus. 
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Cho/. Cut is the branch that might have grown 
full straight, 
And burned is Apollo's laurel-bough, 
That sometime grew within this learned man. 
Faustus is gone : regard his hellish fall. 
Whose fiendful fortune may exhort the wise, 
Only to wonder at unlawful things. 
Whose deepness doth entice sudb forward wits 
To practise more than heavenly power permits. 

[Exit 

Terminal hora diem; terminat auctor opus. 



The End 
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